
SOMENEWSPAPER VERDICTS.

Pressingdemands have been made upon us by subscribers fromvariousparts of the Colony for informationregarding the singulardivorce case that wasconcluded in Sydney on December14 by thedisagreement of the jury, of whom eight were in favorof the co-respondent(the VeryRev.Dr. O'Haran)and four against. We in-tend at the proper time to have something to say regarding thecase. In the meantime those of our readers who desireinforma-tion on the matter will find the facts of the case well summed upin the followingextractswhichwe take from a number of Austra-lian papers."
In this cane,* saysan esteemed contemporary," it was sought,on the uncorroborated word of one woman, of self-confessed im-moral character, to disgrace a dignitary of theCatholicChnrch, andto gain at the same time a sum of £5000. The Very Rev. Dr.O'Haran wasaccused,as everyone knows,of adultery with aMrs!Coningham. The trial lasted for ten days,and during that timethere wasabsolutelynopoint of evidence raised against the priest

except the glibly repeatedevidenceof the respondent;whileforth*defence it was provedthat on two occasions,sworn to definitely by
her as times of committal of the offence at oertain plaoes, Dr.O'Haran waselsewhere. Furthermore, the evidencewent to demon-strate that on the Sunday nights selectedby the Coninghams thefirst Sunday in themonth— it was impossible that thepriest couldhave been away from his duties.1 'We sincerely regret,'says theLaunoeston Monitor,'that there has been such a disagreement(of
the jury). But that there has beena disagreement cannot for onemoment shake our opinion that there was only one verdict thatcould be given by an unprejudiced and impartial tribunal.1 Andsuch, too, is theunanimous verdict of all the Australian papers thatso far as weknow, havedealt with themerits of this extraordinary
case. , *

THE 'ARGUS.'
The great Melbourne daily, the Argus, of Deoember 15, says:'. . . The fact of a cleric of any denominationwho has lived inthe odor of sanctity and respect being joined as co-respondentinsuch a case would create a scandal of the first magnitude,grievously distressing the few and pandering to the morbidcuriosity of the many. ... It needs high courage to standundaunted in such a pillory, although the possibility of battlingthrough an ordeal of this kind without the permanent loss ofreputation was proved many years ago by the late Henry WardBeeoher. But in the Coningham-O'Haran case the perturbation

wasaccentuated by thepositionof the co-respondentas adignitaryof the Roman Catholic Church. As a consequence, the accusation
levelled againsthim was seized upon as a pretext for resuscitating
religious antagonisms, whichhave raged fiercely inBydney of late.The Divorce Court, or at least its environments,becameabattle-ground for the sectaries. ... To some extent the oourt oer-tainly did become an arena for religious controversy. Doctrinal
tenetsof the Romish Church were dragged into discussion for thepurpose of suggesting that the oath of Catholics,merely becausetheyareCatholics,maybe disregarded in weighing evidence.The husband who protested himself betrayed, and the wife whoconfessed herself shamed, were in practioal alliance to sheet homethe charge. She was the only witness on whom he relied, and thenecessity for guardedly receiving evidenceof this olasi inanactionfor pecuniary damages is obvious. Especially was this the oat*after the extraordinary revelation which led Coningham's counsel
to throw up his brief at an early stage of the hearing. Underother circumstances this disclosure might havepreluded theabrupt
collapseof the case. But once more the peculiar ranging of th«parties became apparent. The wife did not set up the plea ofcondonation

—
Bhe was ooncerned not to defeat but to assist thepetitioner. On Dr.O'Haran'sside there was, of course,no desire tohave it affirmed that an offence had been condoned whioh theco-respondentsolemnly swore had never been committed. ForDr.O'Haran nothing oould be satisfactorysavevindicationconclusiveandcomplete.* Day after day since then aduel has beeninprogressbetweenthe petitioner,aggressive, excited,vindictive, and thepriest, firm,

unflinching, colleoted, despite the terriblestake at issue forhim!Whichever way the sentiment of the jury may have swayedit wasimpossible for them to ignore the fact that Dr. O'Haran called
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on the high road to Tunis,madly careeringbehindthe magic power
of our tall,imposing, silentJehu, what time the said laboredox'

Inhis loose traces fromthe furrow came,'And theunasked lodger athis supper sat.'
Before reaching Tunis we tarried to visit theJewish cemetery

where flagstones, all horizontal, tell the departed worth of theSemite. A novelsceneand apathetic greeted us. Onmany tomb-
stones were groups of Jewesses, white-robed, with lofty coifs, darkand obese, lamenting the departed. In sobs and wails,rising andfalling-, they droned their drearydirge,swaying toandfro withtheiremotions, and dewing the flagstones with copious tears. But ourriVingr sympathies met a rude shock when we were told that this
function of wailing or 'keening '

is a business, and mouth by
month are the professionals retained to wail and lament on thetombstones of the Semites who have passed over to themajority.Still was it a novel sight. 'Their part was more than human asthey lay;Itook it for a fairy vision.'

A visit to theCathedral of Tunis
—

new,imposing, handsomea drive through the bazaars,a look at the ancient slave-market,aglance down the gayboulevards,a peepat the slummy Arabquar-ters, and weareaboard the SyrianPrince,bound forMalta.

THE SYDNEY DIVORCE CASE.

too, threading itsserpentinelength along the coast, wedescry, and
cunningly know that it finds its termini westandeast fromOran
toTunis. Behind still reigns the nomadio Arab.

TUNIS.
On Wednesday morning the Captaincalls us early

—
hehad been

on thebridge all night— toseeour first port of call, for we are slow-
ing downoff Goulette.theport of Tunis.

'
BonjourM'sieur.' '11

chandV
"
Fait bon voyagell11I 1 and we are at the instant atIhome, freely calling up onr best French, and with sly vanity im-

pressing the foreigner with a due sense of onr importftnoe. andspeaking the language of the country as 'to themanorborn.' They
"renonetoo oomuiuuioative, the health officer, pilot and officials,
for they look withdistrust on all whohail from the restless shores of" perfide Albion.' But all the world is ours for the time,and we
enter the canal

—
nine miles long

—
to the city of Tunis withlighthearts,and survey the sandy beaches that lint the waterway to the

city. The soldiers at the port turnout and beat the 'rat-tan
'

afterthemanner of French soldiers,andmake the echo ofthe'aeryshell
'

resound to the blare of trumpet oall. We respond airily to theBalute and steam ahead for Tunis. It is now breakfast-time, orhalf past eight of the clock. Coming on deck we find anchordropped in theBtream and thebusy boatsroundthe steamer tellueweareat Tunis. Tunis is areplique of asouthern Frenchcity,andinits buildings, cathedral—all of glaring whitestone-boulevards,and language remind one of Marseilles on a smaller scale. Therearehere inall some 200,000 souls, made up of 80,000 Europeans40,000 Jews, and80,000 Arabs— for there id here an Arab quarterwhichchangeth not. We stay not long inthe city, for we have a
olassiceye for theremnantsof a gloriouspast,andaresoonbowlingalongin openchaise behindtwo wiry Arab steedsinquest of

CARTHAGE.
The ruins before us will showhow ruthlessly wascarried outhe fellresolve of theRoman senate,Delenda est Carthago1 NowCarthage, though overhanging the sea, is some10 good miles fromTunis, but provisioned with some knowledge and a good localguide wehie to the city we read of when lumbering through thepages of Virgil— and with more toil than discernment at lengthknew that 'all kept silence on the hills of Dido,1and that theTyrian Queen longed to hear from the lips of the sea-worn iEneasthe story of his harrassing woes and of the « lamentable

'
kingdom.

Then fromhis loftycouch was told in the great epic the story ofthe fates, and fortunes, and woes of Troy. We thrill as we nearthe classic ground and see beaming fromhigh hill thenoble church
erected by Cardinal Lavigerie to the ever-green memory of SaintLouiß, King of France, who, in the battle for the Cross, fell herein fight with the swarthy Saracen. We are in Carthage— a soilredolentof great things and great people,andgreat deeds doneinthemisty past. There ia abundant evidence, too. here of genera-
tions of great people. No mere conjecture

—
for the stateofPunioand Roman and early Christiansettlementsare unmistakably andartistically marked in the soil of the Tyrian City. CardinalLavigerie, of happy and saintly memory,has done much to estab-lish the claims of the past, and excavations made, and still beingmade, have unearthed wonderful andstartling proofs of great andglorious records.

CLASSIC GROUNDS. G

We visited, on the brow of the hill, topped by the noblcathedral, the amphitheatre where,among others, St. Perpetuawoher palm of martyrdom, the acropolis with many sarcophagi ancinerary urns, the house marked by tradition as the home oHannibal, so long the terror of Rome, and other places ofinterest,as the mansion of Scipio Africanus, the temple of Venusthe ruins marking the site of the capital of Regulus, and otherland-marks of Roman rule up to the first peep of history, when
Dido

"
not a stranger to misfortune had learned to help the woe-stricken.' " Haud ignaramali, miteris svervrreredisco.'There weregiants in thosedays. The mausoleum raised to thememory of St. Louis is falling into decay— a modern amid ancientruina

—
but the nameand the cause and the country of this hero ofFrance areperpetuated in the magnificent church that, rising in

grandeur on thehill-top, marks the triumph of theCross, the pro-tecting genius of modern Carthage gathering under its shadow.All around the base the ocean runs clear as crystal, blue as sapphireand green asmalachite,rolls in soft mu9ic as itdid in earlierdayswhenacrosß the sea, "Scylla weptand chid her barking waves intoattention,and fell Charybdis murmured soft applause.' This is thehome and centre of the 'White Fathers
'

who minister throughdarkerAfrica,andinmonastery,church, museum,have written onthe site of an earlier classic age the victory of theFaith whichconquereththe world. The museum is richly stored withproofsofthis 'earlier age
'

and unfolds in mosaics, coins, lamps, jewellery,statues,pillars, sarcophagi, skulls,bones, cinerary urns,someof therichesof the generationsof robust, heroic, cultured souls that are■weptinto thehereafter.'. . . Iwasawe-struck," AndasIpassed,Iworshipt;if thoseyou seek,'Itwere a journey like thepath of heaven,
1Tohelp you find them.'

Below thehill,repugnant to the classic memories writbodeepand wide, winds the modern railway and at a simple waysidestationpitchedia the sand and scrub you read inblatant letters,'
Carthage.' Theoountryabout seemsarid,dry, sandy,dreary,coveredinpatoheshere and there with flooks of black and tawny goat*

and fat-tailed,mud-coloredsheep with a camel now andagain torelieve,allinchargeof lonely shepherds withcrook andcloak andflowing robes, as you seepictured in scenes which tell of pastoralsimplicity in the East. Oxen are here, too, yoked to primitiveplough*and larily scratch the soil— silent witnessesof anage andapeople thatchangenot much. After a kind receptionby the goodWhite Fathers'andahasty visit to the noble cathedralweare off

3
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